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Finite 


Author's Notes: 
Little ficlet written for The Fiancée because she asked for smothing smutty that was longer than a drabble. So 
she got 300 words of my own special breed of smut. 


‘Love is anterior to Ife, 
Posterior to death, 
hital of creation, and 
The exponent of breath" 


- Emily Dickinson 


Those fingers are worn. Smooth from years of creation. Charcoal. Pastel. Cont. Graphite. Acrylic. Oil. Ink. Each 
one taking their toll in turn. Frank wonders if he even has fingerprints left. If he were devoid of self. Lost of 
identity. 


He knows those hands. He knows that touch. Gliding up his calves, over the insides of his thighs. Tracing 
perfect circles over his stomach. Tickling his chest. Pressing to the hollow of his throat. 


He can feel the beating of his own pulse against that thumb. Can feel the blood rushing through the artery. 


Slow. So very slow. 

"Much more and you'll die." 

That voice, like a breath through thick fog. Even the pounding in his ears can't make it unfamiliar. Clover honey. 
"Y-yeah?" 


His tongue darts out, lazy and heavy. Licking at his lips. Sandpaper against gravel. He shifts, making a weak fist 
with one hand. Digits tingling. He chuckles weakly at how he can't even feel the sting in his forearm. 


Fingers dance over his throat. Tickling his Adam's apple. He swallows, the effort making him dizzy. Light headed. 
He feels like he's floating. He feels like he's already dead. 


"l. | e-can't see.. G." 
Frank can barely hear the soft chuckle, the sound moving steadily away, like he's falling through down. 


There's a burst of light before his eyes. Sparks and colors and dripping wax. His core engulfed in flames. He 


can't even moan as he's swallowed whole, and it's like he can feel every tiny bump on that tongue. 


Those hands are on his thighs again, and after a breath he comes undone. Another flash of shattered rainbow. 


Flaring with a burst of creation. 
He gasps. He shudders, hardly even a quiver of his muscles. A vibration through tissue and bone. 


His lips are plums. Devoured. 


